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from her shoulder and dried her eyes with a

oz

THE MAID OF MEXICO.

Lee Phirchild, in The Overland. :

~ To her all thinge aunreal seem:
Through her hlack eves her bright soul peeps
d sees the world as In a dream,
or with wide open eyer she sleeps.

And what Is Mexico to-day?

‘A nation cver in a doze
ere Slumber holds eternal away
ther or no the eyvelids close.

A DAUGHTER OF THESPIS

BY JOHX D. BARRY.

{Copyright; 1504 : By The Tritune Asociation.)
CHAPTER LIL

It was a rainy Sunday night when the com-
pany arrived in Boston. Evelyn had asked Mrs,
Cohn to engage rooms for herself and Madge at
‘the Mt. Vernon-st. boarding-house, and she knew
that she could not reach the place by car. So
she decided to be extravagant, and she told
Madge that in honor of her return fto Boston
they would drive up In a cab. Mrs Cohn, who
was in her annual mourning for her abgent hus-
band—he had left for Eurape three weeks hefore—
was eagerly walting for them, and hurried them
up to thelr rooms, which she had had prepared
to recelve them, On the table, in the front room
that looked out on the street, and gave a view of
part of the Common, Evelyn noticed a bunch of
Toses,

“0Oh, how good of you,"” she erted to Mrs, Cohn,
Ehe bent over to smell the flowers and discovered
a card nestling In the leaves She gianced at it,
flushed and thrust it into her pocket

“Yes, wasn't It good of me?' sald Mrs, Cohn
with a queer little Inflection aof her volce. Evelyn
kept her head turned away from her friends,
put she knew they were smiling at each ather,
Bhe knew, too, how Mrs, Cohn and Madge would
talk her over when they got a chance to ex-
change confidences,

She did not see Oswald Webb untll the follow-
ing Tuesday. The play had been well received
the night befors, and the audience and the crit-
yes had been generous to her as a Hostonlan, of
course they all spoke of her “mprovement”; she
was growing tired of hearing about it

“I thought I wouldn't come till It was over.
I thought I'd let you have your triumph first,”
he eald with a smile. He seemed large and more
wvigorous than ever, possibly because he was &0
well dressed; his eyes were bright and his cheeks
Bad a healthy tinge of brown on them.

" w¥ou didp't send the novel” she cried re-
proachfully. "Have vou brought 117"

He burst out laughing and shook his head. "T've
destroyed 11," he replled, with a curious light in
his eyes.

" “Dastroyed 1tT" She looked at him in coristerna-
tlon. Afterward, she wondered if she had turned

“I'm sure 1 did the right thing”

Hi
he replled with a amile.

“But why did you do it? Were you discour-
aged "

“No, but 1 had an awakening™ he replled,
laughing at his own mysterfousness. Then, as
she continued looking at him with bewilderment
in her face, he went on: “I wonder if you no-
giced it.”

“Noticed 1t? That you had an awakening?’

“Oh, no," he cried, laughing again. "1 mean
the story. 1 wonder If you notired in those first
chapters what I discovered the othér day."

A gleam of intelligence appeared in her face.

“Ah, you did notice,” he exclaimed.

“I'm not sure that you mean what I mean."”
ghe sald. “Won't you tell me what you mean.”

He hesitated a moment. “That's what I came
for,” he replied more seriousiy. Then he looked
down at his hands. "1 had nearly finished it,”

he went on after a little pause.
“Oh, how I wish I could have seen It What

@ shame, what a shame!" she cried
“I'm sure it's all right, and I'm glad I've done

u'”

“You're glad you've destroved 117"

“Well, I Aldn't mean that, But I am glad that
(I destroyed It, too. I was bound to do that. 1
meant that T was glad I'd written 1.

“Why should you be glad to have so much

labor thrown away?™

“Becauge I don't think {t was thrown away.
It was a preparation, a rellef, a lesson, a dis-
covery—a great many thinge" he said, playfully.

“I don't understand,” she eried, mystified again.

“Oh, I'm sure you will understand.,” he sald,
with a nervous laugh, "“Some people wouldn't,
but you wilp.”

“I'm wild to know,” she said, with a smile,
.clasping her hands and flushing.

He looked at her and laughed the nervous
jaugh again. “Didn't you suspect that the story
was all about myself?" he asked, suddenly.

She mat back in her seat and drew a long
breath. “Oh, Is that 1t?" she cried

“Didn't you?"

*“I—1 think 1 half suspected.”

“And I didn't suspect till I'd nearly reached
the end. I found that T wasr plucking out my
fheart's secrets and putting them Into my novel
1 suppose it's natural for a man to do that. They
gay you can't help doing it with your first book,
‘and that novel was like a first book after my—
my emancipetion.'

“Your emancipation? she repeated, blankly.

“Yes, my lterary emancipation,” he explained
‘ms if it were o kind of jest.

“You mean that In those twelve vears when
you weren't writing stories you'd stored up ex-
ences and they came out unconsclously 7

“Exactly. I knew you'd understand.’

‘o ghould think that would be natural” she
gald, thoughtfully. Then a strange lnok appeared
in her face.

“What fs it?' he asked.

“Samething—I thought of something,”

“Won't you tell me what it was?"

«J¢ was about that—about the husband in the
story—about his undermining his wife's faith."

“Yer, You are wondering if I tried to under-
.mine my wife's falth, aren't you?"

“J—1 can't #ay that,” she stammered, “But I
couldn’t help thinking—"

‘T egyell, you must think the worse'
quietly.” T did.”

She lnoked at him with a look that sald she

.thought he was judging himself harshly.
i %] don't know how much you've heard ahout
my life—my married life,” e went on rapldly,
‘as If speaking under excitement. “Thut even if
‘you haven't heard things—I know how people
talk—you must have inferred. 1 want to tell
'you something about {t—as much as [ ought to
i{ell. Tt wasn't the happiest of llves; of course
you know that: perhaps it was my fault; some-
itimes I think it was Jut it—it was a mistaka
from the beginning. I—I1 was dazzled; T thought
4t would be a fine thing to marry into one of the
old Boston families, and all that. Perhapa {t's
wrong for me to tell you this. Put at the time
1 thought 1 was in love, I'm sure of that. But
1 resolved never to let her know that I'd Leen
mistaken, I gave mysell up to her. 1 gave ev-
erything I could glve, even my ambition, the
most precioun of all, and the hardest to give np.
And she gave me her love and her falth in [¢05]
in return,” he added, with a bitter smile. “I had
concealed my lack of falth from her like a cow-
ard. 1 was afrald it would shock her; I wasn't
afrald she'd give me up. But the first two vears
of my life—while I was waking up to what I had
done—oh, they maddened me. I hadn't learned
_patfence then. I wrote my second book: vou
k it's morbid; I don't see how it could help
being morbid. But she was jealous of even my
work. Then 1 gave up my writing to pleage
her: but I had to do something: so T steeped
myself In philosophical works, and 1 argued and
argued with her till her faith was gone, and to
her dying day she never forgave me for it."
y—why do you tell me this?' she asked,
putting her hands over her face. She had half-
suspected it before; hut now that It was pre-
sented to her in its baldnees It shocked her.
+"'Because [ want you to know the warst about
—about me." !

_“But 1 don't want to know the wogst. T want
to know only the best."”

For a moment he sat without speaking. Then
:.u.‘"'u, “Don’'t you know that I—that I love

Bhe felt hot blushes sweeping over her. She
m her hands from her face, and now

“q

he sald,

it dﬂn! - 't kll:l' ™ rfho lmlwrr»d.

n't know it myself—until 1 found it

"r’;:.g:,.“ i o oun out
story ™ she looking up sud-

deyly, .m}“l'hen. when her eyes met his, d!'l'plppll'l‘

aga
'es: It may seem very foolish, but it's true.
wan Just as if some other self buried way
beneath conscloysness  had, told me.
Haven't you ever felt that you had two selves?
I don't mean Jekyll and Hyde, or anything like
that, but haven't you ever feit that In your In-
mermost being there was a second self that told
m now and then about your other self?"
T have felt something like that"
it's this second sell” he went on, with

ot them in her Iap and held down her

g’-‘-‘

3

" a smile, “that writes my T
rauch wiser and more subtle than my firat self.

stories for me, It's very

-

b, It told me a great many things about my-

gelf! But the mosgt important thing it

told me

was that I loved you"

made on such Aimay authority v
{she asked, with an amused look, and with a

“you don't really expect me to accept an offer
as that, do you?

fesling of wonder that she should be able ta jest

on such an occaslon,

plied
wecond self hasn't told me that you are

“1 van't say that I expect anything,”" he re-

geriously, Then he added hrightly: "My
in love

with me"

f

Csarly forty-flve,

41 to worship an old fellow like me. Wiy,

»Oh, I'm very''—

He interrupted her quickly: “1 don't expect

I'm
I've passed the Intense age.

4t I think I eare for you with something more

| in a boy's love,
| yman should be,
| Tinfess that: but I suppose all men are.

, woosttll burning.

You seam to me all that a
I'm very selfish in my love;
1 hnve
Oy a broken life to offer you, and 1 want you
taelp me Hyve it out—perhaps retrieve [ 75
3o kept looking down into her lap; her face
She sald to herzelf that she
Ot to speak at once, plainly; but her tongue
s*ed to be tied, Just as she was about to
reE he went ond

“wor sinre I've known vou a great many
thik have seemed different to me, [ didn’t
ove panlize this till 1 found it out from the
stor Oh von mustn’t laugh at the story. Per-
hapdi does seom ridienlous; hut It {8 really
ver¥orions, That's one repson why I spoke
ahoweliglon—about fatth, 1 had never seen any
ane Voge faith Impressed me go much as yours,
It me me''—

“Bil'm not religions, I'm not religlous,’ she
ertedd 'm sure you're mistaken there, I'm not
half areliginus as 1 onght 1o be, or most women
are

“Oht fen‘t that I mean—the sceming to he
fellgln, It's something ‘n yourself that I've
notlee: My wi—Constanee notleed 1t too, It
fmpres] her. It wouldn't be religion if yon
went ut dlsplaying 1, talking about ft. It's
snmethy In vour attitude, something that gives
charact You gee, T can't explain, but T know
just wh it is. It made me feel how foolish all
my reasings and my questionings and all that
—how Briv foollsh and hopeless they were. It
made N think there was something In the
warld tF 1 hadn't suspected  that couldn’t be
attained: any reasoning. And then when Con-
stanee W dyving 1 reatized how much It meant

more ty woman, | suppose, than to A man,
She s0em 1o ho in a kind of despalr without 10"

“1 don'tyderstand these doubts,” Fv lyn erlod.
“1 don't bk I've ever had them. 1 ean't help
belleving. i's part of my life, I don’t deserve
any ereditr 1.

“That's ;t what I trled to g8y A moment ago.
That's wh first impressed me with you. Per-
haps ¥ou ¢ make me feel as you do. You gee"
he went otwith hiz pervous laugh, “T'm not n
dangerons iptie any more. I'm as harmless as
a dove .

“1 should be afrald of that" =ald Fvelyn.
o7 wouldn'baesn with you, Women don‘t be-
lieve by reining. They belleve by instinet.”

“But I've ver had the religlons instinet,” he
erled, with ook of exaggerated despair in his
face.

“Then I'mire np one can give It to you"

“Hut vou 5't shrink away from rie because
I'm a sceptidn you?"

“Why shoul do that? T've just toid you that
I wasn't afrn, 8Same people seem to have no
rapacity fordief. 1 have no right to blame
them.”

“It’s very mnge, he sald, after A pause—
vreliglon. Wee always thinking about it and
talking about and trying to supply something
in piace of itut we can't, we can't, Nothing
else ran takes place!' Then, with a change
of tone he adl: “This Is a very queer way
of making a jposal. I came to ask you to
marry me. Hs yon any objection to marry-
Ing an agnostl

“I don't knowmat I should refuse just because
he was an AgN<e," she sald, realizing that she
was putting offhat she ought 10 say, and ask-
ing herself If shrare not a coward.

“1 hape that ssn't mean you are golng 1o
refuse me for 80 other rearon.”

“Oh, 1T wish 3 hadn't spoken to me In—in
this way!' she ¢1, “I'm so sorry.”

“Dig vou menthat you don't care for me™

1 think 1 4o s for vou,” she replied, with
a blush, droppingr eyves again, *T like you, and
1—1 respect you

“Thank vyou that. Ir's something.” he
laughed, "thoughg rather non-commitial. Tt
1 can't expect Yo care for me as 1 cars {or
vou. That woulge too much. Bestdes™ he
went on smingl have some confessions to
make to you, thinthat I ought to tell you be-
fore 1—befors I asou to be my wife

She felt her f1 growing very hot amaln,
“Please don't makhem,” she cried. "It lsn't
necessary.” Then . tald herself that she ought
to speak out, but s eouldn’t, and she sald to
hereelf that she Wihe worst of cowards,

“Rut 1 want to L you,' he went on with a
amile. “It's gomete you ought to Know. If
¥Ou mMArry me, yod'l marry a poor man, Per-
haps youw'il think Uteazy, too, I've made e

all but a quarter ony wife's property to my |

nieces""

“Indeed,” sald Eve, tryiog to keep all ex-
preasion out of her g

“Yes, thelr mother 't want me to do 1t but
1 did. She eald It v Quixotle, Y 2 I'm
teliing you all my pm ttes. You can't say
I'm not giving you + warning" :

“1 admire you for {tovelyn replied with o -
tle tremor in her vob

“That's reward enoy” he smiled, “But It
jsn't such a sacrifive fine,  You know they =i
{iterary men don't Knowe vilue of money. You
musn't make & Yero ofs 1f 1 were a hero '
give up all the propert That's what the hera
would do i a novel, buve kept snough to buy
an intorest In “The Unlse® You sge 1've com-
promiged. Heroes nevesmpromise

“Oh, you are making very harl for me
she eried. with apparenrrelovance

“Hard > he repeated. therto she had seemed
to him different from monf the women he hald
known in her olear reasog about smell things
and In her conslstency. lwondered why 1t was
that now, at a time whenwas so important fur
them to understand eachher, she should seem
so unlike herself,

“Yes, to tell me these thes, Things I had no
right 1o know =

“You mean that they de interest you?™

“0Oh, yes, they do Inter me. They interest
me very much, They makne respect you —and
ad- admire you more thaver”

“Then why do I make hard for you?"
asked softly,

“Heeause—becanse,'” sheplled bending over,
Y1 ean’t—oh, 1 am such a vard. 1 have vacll-
lated too much In my IF Pve kept putting
things off when I ought -en 1 ought o have
done something definite.  W's what I'm doing
now, Oh, can't you see Whi mean?

“Do you mean that you 't marry me?” he
asked pftly.

Bhe bowed and sald, “Ye feeling relinf from
her conscjence for having J whut she ought
inn the first place 10 have s

“put 1 don't want you taarry me now,” he
went on with mild Insister apparsntly think-

he

fng that he hadn't mnle rself clear. "1 will
walt, Thera is no hurry. iat is, thers {5 no
hurry g0 far as [ am conoed. 1 love you =0
much [ can't bear the theht of your belng

out in the world, in #Meh ard world as yours
i8, too. 1 have alwayd secnat vou weren't fit
for that, You were mad: te happy, and yvou
were made to help others be happy, ton, I
ean't 1ell you how preclous 3 seem to e, how
good vou are, with your tht anderstanding
and your patience, Don't ¥ think I know all
you have been through, albw’ve had to eon-
tend againt? It's that thiling made you =g
dear to me"

“Oh, don't, please dnn't'he eried. "1 don't
deserve [t [ know how we l've becn—I know
how weak T am now.”

“No, vou haven't really tn wenk,” he went
on quietly, “You've been woman, that's all;
and you've had to face theorld ke a man,
Men are made to meel the trlals—most me
Those that don't meet them avely and square
and overcome them are s 1o have others
just as bad. Through all thyou've had to do,
you've kept womanly and ue, and fine and
whalesome,"

“Oh, no, nn" she said, aplled by his abjec-
tions, “T've falled where ofts haveg sucsebded
I'm not half so—I'm not halhat you think." '

“But you do care for me |ittle, don't you?"
he sald, “I thought—that I8 hoped"—

“Oh, yes, ! know," she ed. "1 know I've
done wrong. 1 must haveade you think so,
That was because | was so uk, becanse T dldn't
know my own mind.*

“Rat 1t's a4 woman’s privge to change her
mind as often as <he lkeste Interposed with
a #mile

“(0h, I change mine too en, I gst g0 con-
fused at times. And Il wasist because 1 waas
8o confused that''—

_“'I"hat you made me thinkou eared for me?
No, it wasn't that, It was rely my hope that
you did, that was all, It de me Imagine a
great many things. 1 knew ers was no reason
wh{t you should care for me.'

“It was on account of thaon account of th
talk 1 had with Mrs. Webbshe went on, da:
}:r::alne;‘l h;n jl#rl ity h;mlf. ‘““en she was dying

as t that made me 8
wh%;wl uI’.!:h! e o0 uncertaln about

e talk with Mrs. Web
Hll?i. bhe repeated, mys-

“Yes,” she replled. I theht that rhaps
she told you, She—she maldou were ':: lnsn
with me then."

Bhe turped away from hirrom very shame,
for fear of meeting his glar; go she dld not
ses the shocked look that apgred on his face.

She. told you that I wam love with you
then?' he repeated blankly,

8he did not reply and In a iment he went on
bitterly: “She told you that, suppose, to shock

Dr. Lyon's Perfact Tooth Powder.

a century.

Thoroughly cleanses the teeth and
purifies the breath. Used by people
of refinement for over a quarter of

Sold Everywhere.

you, to turn you against me. 8he couldn’t have

chosen a better wiy."

“Oh. no, nn” she coried, “you misjudge her. [
knew It was anly her fancy. At first it did
shock me. Then | saw that she was not to
blame, that no one was to hlame™

“Tiefore (od, 1 swear to you that it was not
trie”” he eried. “I ke you, I reapectisd  you
then, You sesmed to me as you do now—all that
a woman conld be. But [ never waveral from

my losalty to her durlpg all the years of our
married life”
“Oih, I understand, 1 undsratand,” she eried

“1 ought not to have told you, But

helplesaly,
to sxplalin—to show you why

1 feit that T mus!

1t hordfied me, and then I tried to be
For a time it made me
faney that [ really 411 care for you—luat -
canee 1 tried 1o be just. T sald to myself that 1
wouldn‘t let the foolish faney of a dying woman
make me do vou a wrong, Now [ ses how ailly
it all was.'

“Nao, not glily,” he sald, gently. T think I ran
underatand,  And you are quite right to tell me.
It was ons of her vagaries, one af her impulses
of generosity. Tint 4t 48 presumption for me- for
a man ns old as [ am, with a broken life as my
1ife has been—It's presumption for me to nsk you
to shiare it with him, [ might have known that
1t coulidn't be, that 1 should have to accept my
Hfe as I'd made 1L Tm alwaye preaching thnt
doctrine—that svery mnn has to bear the con-
sequences of his own mistnkes. Yet 1 thought
thnt 1 might be the exception, Most of us do
think that at some time, and then we'll get a
stunning blow that shows us how concelted we
are. Hut lfe Is bs » you—a long lfe with a
great doal of happiness in it 1 hope. After all,
yoth belongs Lo ¥ mth, and vou will marry soame
good young fellow and help him to make the
best of hia Ufe. And there will be no one that
will wish you happiness mare heartily than I Jdo"

He affered her his hand and she gave him hers,
keeplug her hend turned away from him. Ia
lonkesl down st her faee and saw that 1t was
erimson; a faint flush pasesd over his own face,

“Porhaps he hne already come,” he sald as he
still held her hand. “Is it falr for me to nek ir
he has? Is he the one that has made things so
clear to you ™

&he didn't answer for a moment, Then she sald:
“Phere is some one,  But [—1"-——

“Ah. T oueht not to have asked,'” he Intorrupted
quickiy. with a little gmlle. “I'm premature,  Hug
it will eome out al' right, 1 ain sure af that

firs:
falr—to be falr to you,

At

Dan't ¥you know, there are some women who are
made to make others happy and they can't mnke
others happy without Lelng happy themselves?

You are one of those

“(ih, n, 4, drawing her hand from
= arm and lettir fall by her slds. “Bome-
times [ think 1 have heen made for unhapplness,
I've had £0 much alpeady

“Hut jt's only a preparation for the happiness
that is eoming. You'll enjoy It ail the more for
what vou've heen through Only those, you
know, who have bpen unhappy can really know
what happiness e’ Then, nfter a pause, during
whilch they stood facing ench other, she with her
head down, s !f she were the ons w ho had re-
eolved rather than dealt the blow, he went on:
“You may be sure that it will be all right. 1 only
hope he s worthy of you"

His gloves were Iving nn the tahle nand he
turned to take them: “Oh" he sald, looking hark
qulckiy, “there's one other thing [ think [ ought
ta teil you. It's been on my (onsclence, but 1
hoped T shouldn't have to tell vou,"

SWhat l= that ™ ghe asked,

“It'n about 1l orilers
Do yvon remerm!

T am not Hkely to forget them,™ she replled, re-
galning her nposure when she found the sub-
Jeet waa “1 wish 1 knew for
certaln who sent that other one.”

1 411" he satld

“You™ she oried
tald me that you ke other

“Yeu, T sent both' he replied

Ehe iooked at him inersdulousiy. They wern
standing face 1o face In the contre of the room;
ber hend did not reach Lils shoulder. “Are you

money inst suymmer.

not sentimental

in amazement, "But you

i

Joking®" she askeld
“I‘m perfectly serfous” he sald, with a faint
gmile.
“What did you send both for
wft wan Just a sadden fancy -n freak T =ent

Then it seemed Lo e

one first from Nantasket
t

that you wou f b sure
it, and even £ 1 sacrifiosd the

to nalt me If 1 had sen
truth In the |

topost of nesty (Constance would bhe sure to be-
tray e Of 1 knew that we were o
bame. You v jowt the money bhut
for us ! Ak golng up to town in
the boat 1t jrred te me that 1 wonld be a
capital seheme 1o pend you another or for. You'dd
never suspect me of sending both 1t worked to
a charm and youw got your money ng =

As he spoke she Wt shed his face, pnd when
he had finlshed her breath was coming qul ki

STt was very wrong,” she erie 1. “You ought not

to hnve done it"”
“f renl mennt #ll plght; and no one knows
except myseif, 1t was n very simple thing

Ao
=1 think T oucht oo glve you the mnney back. ™

(4, please don't now,” he pleaded

] shall have fo think It nver ‘-‘.vw‘ﬂ-- w I'm
very much richer now than 1 was A Year ago'
she smiled

wAnd | am very much poorer, Ia that what

only

i, o eried, finshing, Ly |
wanted 1o do what wis right.”

stestides, | uld ke to fesl that you
vou had suffered from that experience that «
Gn the boat— as i You've mifferisl

enough aiready’
“1t at least enabled me ta kKnow you,"

nw prosaible
shie sald
slmply
*Ani are you reall
“Yeos," she replied
“Thank vou for sayving 10" he sad, “1 shall

v glad of that ™" he asked.

ways remeriber 11
vand M L feel that 1 ought to gend the money
you won't he affended?”
o, bt 1 hope you won't feel 8, I have a
gentiment abont 1t, #nid 1 #hall be properiy grate-
ful it vou don’t send 30"
fe turned nghin 1o takes hia glovea from the ta.-
ble, and a second 1ime he offsredd his hand
“Gaoadhy,” he sald,
reodby
e held her hand for a moment, “1 sghall ree
viitg heforehefore vou lenve Boaton, ¥ hope?"'
“We end our season here,' rhe sald,
“and what will you do then?”
“p don't know, My plans are unastticd,” she

ropiied, ushing.

He notleed the flush, and he =ald stmply, “Ah!™
it I shall ges you bofope you leave the oity 7
damd will yoi go back te Cohasset?” she

anked,

N never agaln,'” he replied,

He stood for o moment looking down at the
carpet as if he wos hesitating about saying some-
thing that he wanted to say. Then he lowikesd
up into her fiagde and  sald, "God blesa you”

and walked out of the raom
CHAPTER LIIL

It waa the lust pight of the season at the Hol-
Its Street Theatre. Evelyn had just left the
stage after her first peene In the last act. She
stood In the wings n moment and looked out
at the audience, o the fousth row of the or-
cheatra gat Mre. Cohn, the Btearns hoys and Ned
Osegond. They had all seen the piay befoare, but
at Mrs, Cohn's suggestion they made up a little
party to attend this performance. Helen Gordon
presently eame up nnd spoke to Fvelyn:

“Lant time; last time,'" ahe eried playfully.

“Is it the last time for you?" sajd E\-n-Z,\'n, n
slight ush showlng for no apparent réason un-
derneath her make-up.

“Yen,” Miss Gordon, replied, with a glggle.
“That's Just what 1 iIntended to tell you, I've
kKept It very qulet, but I felt T must let you
know, I'm golng to be married.”

“Marrled " sald Evelyn. "Why, I thought"—

“Oh, I remember. You peedn't remind me, |
know Just what | sald, But dear me, I'm nlways
faylng those things, I must have some one to
love. P've got an awfully affectlonate dispo-
sitlon, Wha do you suppose It 187"

“I'm wure I don't know,” said Evelyn, feeling
sure that It couldn't be any of the men In the
company.

“Why, Judge Cowdrey, of course’

Gordon, with a lttle cony e ]
em?“ﬂl“mpm_ & convulslon of rapture and

“l congratulate you," sald Evelyn, recoll
that ehe had used those very words um*:'a’ﬂi
U-?'rgon told her she had obtained the divoree,

Yes, he was so Kind and o attentive that I
really couldn't refuse him. He's a lovely man
Of course, he isn't so very young—he's sixty-five.
Iiu! I always wanted to be an old man's ( lrllng.
;Lplal;\';.ll-“:girlrh.‘:nd he has a heautiful plaw;

hing. We shall live there—e
winter. We'll eome to town In winter” it

“And are you golng to leave the stage?” Eve-

Iyn asked In surprise.

1 have seemed—why I have been so Inconaistent. | I've had my triumph, anyway.

a woman ever belonged t

wag Helen Gordon,
“Yes, for a time, anyway. My friends all say

that I ean‘t stay off, and they think I'm crazy Lo
get married agaln—even o a Judge. But we've
talked it all aver, Rutherford and I—his name s
Rutherford—Rutherford  Cowdrey. Don't  you
think It's a lovely name? Mrs Rutherford Cow-
dry —what a splendld name to star under! Well,
Rutherford has promised that after we've heen
married a year, If 1 want to go un the stage
agaln, he'll it me at the head of a company,
Hut he thinks that Ull get so interested In soci-
ety that 1 =ha'n’t want te Well, 1 don't know,

Hasn't it been a

“And

e

great geason for me?

“Yes, It has” sald Evelyn sincerely,
you've desarved all your success’”

“ITow goud of ¥ou to say that! ‘Do you know,
when we plaved In A You Like It together 1
wae kind of jealous of you. You see I'm awfully
frank. It's my nature. [ just hate deceltfulness,
But your've heen awfully nlee this season, and
you've done well yourself.”

“Thank you,” =ald Evelyn quletly, inwardly
amused at Miss Clordon’s patronizing manner,
but apprecinting the effort to be generous.

“Have vou signed with Saunderson again?"

J* oeald Ewvelyn, her make-up changing Its
tinte ngain

W I thanght he wanted you for Clarke Ew-
Ing's new play?”

“Ie 11 make me an offer, but I've declided
not to take §it.”

“Pear me! How swell we're gettlng, refusing
nifers from Saunderson,  What have you got—
something better? You aren’t golng to star, are
vour

N0 Bvelyn replied with a smile, 1 haven't |

signed nt all"”

“What!* Mige Gordon eried, “you don't mean
to =ay that you are golng to get married, 100"

“irh, 1 don't know what 1 shall o™ Evelyn re-
pliedd, breaking away and hurrying back tn her
drassing-room. She found Madge there, trying
to close one of her trunks, 'l say."”
sottiratte, without turning round, as she strug-
gl with the steap, 907 you remember 4 year ago

that Iast night up In Yonkers?"
“I'm not ltkely to forget i

o1's n good deal different from thie, ain't 1t? |

What a ot of things have happened since then!”

“Yesw, what a 1ot Evelyn echoed, twisting a
ourl befors the mirror

“Wall, you're a lucky girl, that's all T can say."
Then Madge went on, as of continuing a train
of thought., “Jimmy'll be wild when he hears
I've signed with Saunderson agatn.™

Yo'l lose him If you don't look out' eald
Fvelyn, heating  her curling iron In the gas.
HHa'l take some one elge”

“AWell 1 guess | aln't going ‘o give up the slage
for any man, I'm not ke vou, Waan't 1T smart
to hold off tlll Saunderson gave me the $5 ex-
tra? You ought ta have heard us wrangie this
morning In Davie's office, He'd Just come in
from New-York, and he wnaa aa aleapy and cross
as a hear. But [ showed him [ wasn’t afrald of
Him, anid he kind of chippered up after a while.”

“I'm afrald that your habit of holding off will
get you into trouble one of these dnye,"” sald
Evelyn, as she rubbed her face with a bit of
Inth
Well, [ guess not. Managers have a good
deal mors respect for a girl when they see she's
got spunk, Anyway, [ wasn't born lke you; 1
can't do the timid saclsty business, but I must
sy Saundy was awfully niee about youy, You
ought to have heard him erack you up”

“What 44 he say ™ Evelyn asked ahsently, as

s thinking of something else
{1, he sald he was sorry to lose you, He
safl thers was a part in the new plece that you
wold have been great In. But he sald you were
ton good for the ess anil you were sible
to met ont of 1t when you got the chance”

] he i he scem surprised 7 Evelyn askel,
lvoking the | glass and rubbing the
wige of her lpe She coull ses Madge's reflec-
tion, and Madgs knew she eould ses |t thev
knew that they wers watching sach other cov-
ertly. and they tacitly ignored the knowledge
Madge deiiberatéd a moment before replying.
el no, he sald he'd known 1t for a week.™

Madge could see Evelyn's face in the mirror, |

and she notteel tha changs in it. She leansd over
i the woolden chalr where e owas sitting, reated
her chin on her two hands, with her elhows on
her knees, and sald:

W you're the siyest thing I've ever seen in

my

e 15
e
‘What makes you
Inughed
“When Mre ("ohn tal] me this moren
wont on, dgnoring the question, "yoit eould have
cocked me down with & feathsr To think ['ve
» with you all thess months and [ never sus

think a9, Madge?" FEwvelyn

ng" Mades

| &n ething was up; but I never
t it could be that”
At intend o be mean, M " wald
, wttll kesping her reflection 83 e mirpor
pe factng Madg: ‘It was all—all urn

| a lttle while ag

Madge ame Very
think that you ghould get
she sald, half-mournfully,
wuy with you de

“iet ahead of you?" Eveiyn repeated as o Af
she hadn't understool, though she really had,
“Yem, get ahead. That's what 1 sall,” Midgs

again: “Tn
1 of me, after all”
thut's always the

b

retorted almost petulantly, “He'll uae 1t a8 an
nrgunment I've b singing vour pralses for
venrs, He thinks yon're a paragon. T used to tell

1 was golng to live with
he say T He'll Just argue and

him when 1 got

you Now, what'l
argie.  He's mo tiresome when he argues’

Sl very sorry, Madge sald Evelyn with a
s

e helped, 1 supposs” Madge

“Well, It can’t
Then she asked! “When's

sighed phillosophileally

golng to read
Mr, Saunder-

“He's
plece 1o

again
new

tiogt change color
the last act of the
sont In the morning."”

“Is he In front?" Madge asked eagerly,

“1 don't know, e was coming on
o'clock train’™

“(1h, then the telegram this morning woas from
bim, Madge sald half to herself,  Hhe lapsed Into
sllence agidn, which she broke suddenly: “Whao
da yonl suppose | osaw In front @ few minutes
ago - right behind Mrs Cohn and the hoys?"

1 don't Know., Who was 117" Evelyn asked.

Madge looked sharpiy at the reflection to ses
If 1t had 1 fibbing, but it betrayed nothing.
“Mr. Webb,” she ropllel, looking steadily at the
mirror,

“Oih, ves, 1 saw him."

Madge turned from the reflection with an ex-
presslon of vexatlon on her face: “Well, 4f yon
aren’t the queerest thing' she crled

And then as Eveiyn made no comments, she
continuad: "Whys 1 supposed that he was golng
tis be the one'

Hhe walted for Bvelyn to speak; but as Evelyn
wos gt silent, apparently absorbed in the nlee-
tes of her make-up, she resomed agaln with a
temertty that showed she was reduced to dos-
perate extremities: 1 guess [ was right after all
about hig looking down on actresses”™

Her remark was a distinet suceess, for Fvelyn
turfed sharply around. “How cap you say such
w thing! she cried, with an indignation that to
the soubrette seemed quite unwarranted,  “Mr,
Woebh is as broad-minded as any man [ know. 1
don't know any man that s broader minded or
more chivalrous toward all women than he |s*
she continued, her eyes flashing.

“Well, there's no use in getting so worked up
abiont 18, Madge said apologetieally. Then, when
Fvelyn had turned to the mirror again, she added
helploeely s “If you aren’t the quecrest thing. You
get mad when 1 say one thing and then when |

the 11

sy just the opposite you get mad about that,
oy
“I'm not mad, Madge,” sald Evelyn with a

smile. “And I'm sorry,” she went on, turning to
the soubrette, “If 1've offended you."

They sat facing each other for a moment, then
Madge jumped impatlently from her seat and
threw her arms around Evelyn's neck.  They
clung together, half-laughing and  half-ervine,
“You know I'm Just as glad as [ ean be for vou,”
Madge exclalmed hysterteally.  “There's no one
like you in the whole wide world, and there's no
one 1 love halt 8o much. Only 1t does seem hard
to think we shan't be together any more, It just
breaks my heart to think of 1t

“Hut we shall be together a4 great deal, dear,”
sald Evelyn, patting Madge affectlonately on llrln.‘

back. “I shall be In New-York, you know, an
y.au;ll'nlny with us. It will be just tl‘w 'namg
again.” '

“No, It won't," the poubrette moaned, *
1 know better than that. | guess | kn.-.wi:::‘::
a good deal better than T am. I've told Jimmy 8o
a hundred times and he knows It, even If he don’t
say w0, You'll be a big swell an' I'll just be a
g;.»::r fighty actress, an' I'll get old an' it 'l

“There, there, Madge, please don't. It's sllly to
talk that way; besides, you'll spoil 4
up.:v l::]\-len langhed. i ciml ) Sl

“Well, let me glve you one good kis !
hug," the soubrette eried. '!rhrr:‘!' ’Y:Edknn:;o?
haope you'll be awfully happy. And If I've been
ha...trml ahout it, it's Just because I'm a0 sorry

“Yen, yes, I've known all the time, Madge,"
sald Evelyn, as the soubrette Ufted Mrah':.'d

It seemed to her that if |
o the stage that woman |

erled the |

- |

Fvelyn replied, seelng her refloe. |

little lace handkerchlief.

Thelr make-up had been sadly impaired by
Madge's explosion and they hoth turped to thelr
mirrors and procesded industriously to repair the
ravages. By the time the curtain waa up for the
next act they were norma
on with thelr work as If nothing had happened.

Oswald Webb was sitting so near the stage
that Eveiyn could see him Across the footlights;
she notleed that the seat beside him was vacant.
During the last act, however, a young man came
in, took the seat and shook hands eordially with
Webh, Madge, who was standing In the wings
In her gorgeous pinke silk trock, with bare necl
and arms, saw this proceeding and, catching
Eyelyn's eye, laughed and threw a kiss at her.

hen she went on the stage, she whispersd:

“Aln't it funny? S'pose he knows—Mr. Webb, T
mean? FPhaps he's telling him now."  Evelyn
tried to look composeq, but she felt miserable,
Madge's eupernbundant vivacity made her scena
go brigkly; but FEvelyn imagined that the act
dragged and she wondered If It ever would end.
When the eurtain fell she heaved a sigh of re-
Itef. Helen Gordon and Henry Davidson were in
the final tableay, and as soon as the audlence had
dlsappearsd  from  thelr slght, Helen Gordon
seramhbled from the floor, where she had fatlen
prostrate, and eried dramatically, ifting her arms
in apoatrophe:

“Farewell, farewell, dear old stage! How I
love you'! And, oh, how 1 just hate to leave
ron !’
! She was obliged to throw herself on the floor
agaln, however, g8 the applause of the audience
was o loud that the curtaln had to be lifted
onece  mare, Evelyn thought as she clung tn
Harry Davidson's glossy Areas-coat—hls careless
Aressing was notorious in the profeszlan—that her
own emotions were far different from her asso-
clnte's, Migs Gordon was emiiing when she
| pioked herself up a second time. “1 wonder if
| that was an omen,'” she sald, passing her hand-

kerchief over har lips. In =pite of her intelligence
| she was very superatitions. "I may come back to
| 1t after all. Oh, you dear place” she cried, look-
| ing up Inta the files and surveying the whale
| dingy place with a sweeping giance. Then she
| turned 1o Kvelyn again, and tnking her hand, he
| sall;

“Madge has told me. I'm so glad, Fle's just the

right kind for you and you're awfully lucky to

get him. You weren't fit for this business any-
way."”

| 1 muppose not'

| 1y being told by others what she often t

self,

“1 suppose wou'll live In New-York and take
in all the first nights,” Miss G srdon. went on.
“1 tntend to. And then you can give him lats of
points abait plays—from your experience. Most
af these Hterary men that try to write plays are
gy Impracticable. It seems 80 strange,” fhe
| mused, holding her handkerehlef In a ball in her

right hand with finger on her lip. “But

don't vou think youw'll go on again—raally?"

| aNever!™ Rvelyn replied emphatically.
| “He could write a play for you and glve you
all the fat,”” Miss Gardon smiled.

‘1t wouldn't tempt e Evelyn smiled in re-
turn.

“[ wish he'd write a play for me' the artress
mused, oblivious of the fact that ahe was ahout
ta retire. Then she went on vivaclously: “T'li eall
1o ses Vol anyway, and we must have you down
In Flushing Weo're to be married early next
month, and then wa'll go to Newport tor a while
and perhaps to Narragansetl, But we'll be back
by September. When Is yours to b

“1 don't know exactly,” sald Evelyn, qualling
| pefore Miss Gordon's definlteness. “Not beforas
| August, anyway."

“And will you go to Cohasset again?’
“Yos, [ shall be with Mrs. CUohn

Augnust.”

“Waell, If ¥ou ses Miss Finley give her my loye,”
#ald Miss Gardon serenely. “1 can't understand
why elie hasn't been near me since I've been in
Poston. She's not written a line—not a line about
Hut I guess she will, when she hears of

enld Evelyn, who adn’t en-
ald her-

one

-

me
my engagement., Well, gondhy, dear, I'll send
yvoir eards” she cried, kissing Evelyn, “And It

you'll let me know where you are, I'll Jaok you

up”
\isa GGordon took herself off to her Areasing-
raom, and before Evelyn could escape to hera

| elnmoring congratulations, Madge had evidently
been busy during the whole of the evening. Sha
finally broke away from them, however, and hur-
ried into the wings
| to tace with Mra. Cohn and the hoys, flankad by

Oswall Wehh and Clarka Ewing. She lnoked at
| them In amazemen she aanld hardly hellsve her

eves. she was wholly unprepared for this visita-
tion. As the hoye hald been dining at the board-
ine-hmiss, she shook hands with Ewing and
Weahb only.

“Wa've just heard the news” erfed Ned
i Mr. FEwing weren't here we'd all kiss you™

“TWell, you may kiss me {f you want to,” Eve-

Iyn eried, langhing nervously

“1 don't dare
her hapd and blushing furiously,

“1 suppose that Roscoe
Kiss me even If 1 asked them,” she smiled, as
they offered her thelr hands

“We're afrald of setting Ned a bad exampla”
sald Roscoe

“He's bean worse

It

than ever lately,” Gerald

haved during the play. He kept clapping at the
nlaces"

slteved the situation and they all followed

the dressing n where Malge was

her strest coatume and ready 1o re-

¥n 9
in
s

Mr. Ewing”™
running her

"
=
=
-
<

sald Mre Cohn
hand down the { rium.
conldn't have eome hers If we hadn't. Evelyn
| wouldn't 1ot us when we suggested it to-night,”
| she sald, turning to Ewing

! ‘ft peniinda me of the night 1 ‘suped’ at the
opera,” Nedoerted, lwoking aroun 1.

ol was nfratd Me Saunderson wouldn't like 1t
Evelyn explalned,

“[ ddn't ask his
gEnviy,

“And Mdntt tha doorkesper oblect?” Evelyn
asked, knowing the nvinelble nature of the door-
K s
Not when he heard 1 was the Great Author”
Ewing replied with mock grandeur

I'm sorry 1 ean't ask you all In* Evelyn sald
as they stomd at the door of the dressing-room,
“The place wouldn't hold you all.”

Modge was aleeady des

permission,” Ewing erlel

the corrldor with the boys

| who had besn walting for her i
Legtn th talk to Mres Colinp-she had walked
a few vards away from the room and was stand-

ing under the gaslight, = Oswald Webb had an
apportunity to speak with Evelyvn alone.

1t must seem very odd, my coming here to-
night,” he sald, “Hut when Ewing asked me o

wme 1 eouldn’t refusze, especlally after what he
had told me.”

“It was very kind of yvou to
plied, to formulate any
t

rome.” she re-
unahkie ut the conven-
1 speech,
neratiulnte you with all my heart,” he mald
the right thing I wonder T hadn't
thought of it It only showa what a stupid old
foxey 1 am."”
SThank you she replied quletly, and then
“Thank you for your note abont the money, tan"

less personal. It was kind of you to take it in
that way. But [ felt that 1 had to send it. 1
couldn‘t feel satisfied til 1 hald sent 10"

“rh, of conrse,
sall. 1 wanted espectally to ses vou to-night,"
he added, “to bid you goodby”

“Are you golng away ) she asked qulekly.

“Yes, I'm golng to sall next week- Prom Now-
| York. I'm golng to Join the girls and thelr
father in Engitand. We shall do the lakes to-
gether; the giris have never been through the
lake country, 1 shall be glad to see thelr father
again. We used to be great frlends; but [ haven't
Been him for years,"

“Then yeu are coming back in the fan?

“Perhaps. 1 ean't tell yet"

“Hut your plans—the Universe v
decided ™

“P'yve declded not to do anything about 1t tlil
the fall,” he Interrupted. “The Offer I8 open to me
il then™

“1 hope that you will take it she eried. “It
would be such a plty not to)’

“you are very kind to say that,” he sald, with
a faint amile.

“HWefors you go—won't yon do something for
me?" she sald Impulsively.

“1 will do anything for you'"
gravely,

“Promise me not to—not to glve up—your am-
bition, I mean your work, It seems so foollsh to
give up on—on account’-— she stammeread, and
he helped her out of the diflealty by finishing
the sentence for her. “On account of you,” he
smiled,

;'nln account of me, or any other woman,” she
Crisdl.

“Put it was you who gave me my incentlve”
he sald.

“Then you must keep It up yourself,” she went
on. “I'm sure you are strong enough for that.,”

WL 1t make any difference to you--really 7

“Yea, It will make a great difference,” she re-
plted simply, “You have done wo much for me,
and [ want"'—

“1 have done so much,” she repeated, In a tone
of surprise, “What Rave [ done?"

*Oh, you made me see things so differently—
when 1 was unhappy, when everything and every-
body seemed dull and sordld to me. You made me
see how much there was In Ufe—how much that
was good."

“Thank you for telling me that,” he sald,

“Then you will promise?

“1I'll promise to try—to do my best,” he sald
n;l; a laugh, at the same time extending hia

“Then [ know you will ‘e successful,” she sald.

Ewing came back with Mrs, Cohn to say his

“Have you

he answered

farewell to Webb,

A A Vo &

| again and they went
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soveral members of the company surroun 124 her, |

In the eorridor she came face |

in publie,” Ned repiled, shaking |

and Gerall wouldn't |

r “1 wigh vou eould Have seon how he be- |

We |

aald.
when you
‘Universe' seheme of yvours through, We need
men like you in New-York.”

hright
for one of the most interesting of her letters to
her husband, but, in spite of her bright looks,
she was very tired and Evelyn detectad her In
the act of yawning.

Evelyn was ready
of the actors had gone and darkness and sllence
reigned In the place. She clossd the door bénind
her and hurried down the corridor
Ewing chatting with the doorkesper.
her P-}r!g trom her hand and they left the theatre
Llogeiner,

chance to walk home with you
when she had adjusted horself to

was nearly deserted, but from eit
‘:ul-l hear the
Washington and Tremont sts

snid, “na scon as 1 got your letter
to work over the third act with Saunderson an
1 couldn’t,
wiote L

down and smiling through the
tried not to,
thing—all

couldn’t finish the pay if ]
me.

that

she went on, to make the conversation a little |

Then you were quite right” he |

out i I'd written the last line
the ‘itag’ actors eall 1, don't rthey

eavd that an authbor ought not to let anything
Interrupt his work; he ought
whether he'a
erosaed in love, or anything else.
to think &0, too.
theortes went to the winds,
ing under the ipfluence of love as 1
written before, and 1 dldn’t want to s
he laughed, “for
never coulid finlsh the plece

talrly few!"

his coal-slreve,
glnd 1 was to write 1t,”" she confessed.

time; 50 he vouldn’t make the proper ackn
ment of this speech,
with pressing het' arm more

Tremont-=t. as far as West;
to
conldn't be put into words, things tha
fine for any speech. She forgol
past; the present was so happy !
all thoughts of any other tine.
turned into the Common.
thelr rich foliage were very somhre in the
ness of the nhght
toward Beacon-st, he sald: “I've been W
about people in love for years,
how
But it was a very great mistake,
Then, as she did not answer, he went on:
it makes the whole world ssem different.
understand why people complain a
any more.
any particular it 1 could.”

more slowly up the hill, “as
Webb, he seemed 8o sombre,
what he sald, but the way he sald it and the
he looked at everything.
on the back and say, ‘Cheer up, old man! The
lots in lfe for you, yet.' I thought he might
have shown a little more spirit, too, fo
tolidl him the news."”

such & good-hearted fellow, and he's

for me,
wouldn’t take himself so serfously. He OUBit’

gt marrled again.”

ghould he A hypocrite, she told him fn ﬂm
words the whole story
Oswald Webb,
terrupting her.
ware In Mount Vernon-st., almost at t
Ing-house.

“How I must have tortured him to-n
why I had such hard w
round to see you, And to think .
come! Oh, how often it Is that oln”m

e8a

“That's one of the terrible

- o —

“So we shan't see you till the fall, then? he
“I hope you'll have a jleasant trip, and
come back you must put that

Wehb broke away from the group, hade Madgy

and the boys goodby, and disappeared down
eorridor. A -

Mra. Cohn had watched the scene with her
Httle eves, gathering splendid material

“You musn’'t walt for me, dear,” she sald "N

wil take half an hour to dress ani pack my
things.
along, Mr. Ewin

If vou and Madge and the boys will go
will take me home."
“Hut we're golng to have a little gupper, you!

know,” Mrs. Cohn eried. “So hurry! Yeu'll come,
of coursa, Mr. Ewing.
know—and someone eise,”
alaerity with which she acted on Fvelyn's sugs
gestion made Ewing suspect that her yawn

It's in honor of you, you
she laughed. The

It wag nearly three-quarters of an hour
to leave the theatrs. Most

She found
He took

o glve me 3

* he sald,

arm
she repiied. Her volos

“It was very nice of Mrs, Cohn

“It was just llike her '
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